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And I let her fall to the ground, and stood up.
And with both hands, I tore my hair out of my head,
and stooping down, I heaped upon it dust like rain.
And I struck myself upon the mouth, and wailed
aloud: and so I stood there, raving, in the agony
and ecstasy of intolerable grief, mad for the second
time. Ha! Gaurf, very wonderful is the folly of the
race of men, who mourn in vain, too late, too late,
catastrophes of which they are themselves the cause.
So I, having done my wife to death with open eyes,
stood there as it were offering to her spirit the watery
of my futile tears, and bathing her body with unavailing
lamentation, well knowing it was waste.

So then, after a while, I stooped, and sat down on
the ground beside her, and lifted her on my knee.
And I began to speak to her, as if she were alive.
And I said: Come, it is but a little while, since thou
didst strain thy dear arms about this worthless neck.
Haha! my memory is very short, yet well do I
remember how close was thy embrace. And in return
for it, I slew thee. Now, put them round again. And
I strove to make them meet once more around my
neck, but they refused, standing out straight and stiff,
like branches of a dry tree. And I wept again, holding
her, cold as she was, close to my heart, and chattering
in vain to her, with words that had no meaning, even
had she been alive.

y Water is offered to the spirits of the dead.